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AUNT MAI’S BUDGET. 
j3y Mrs. F. Steinthal. 


MV Dear CHILDREN, -Twenty-four children have sent me 
, full accounts of how they spent Christmas Day. Nearly 
all found presents in their stockings when they woke up. 


very 


Some woke up too early, and strange to say, found neither 
stocking nor present; but, after a second sleep, were not 
disappointed. No wonder 

“The Children of Holland, take pleasure in making, 

What children of England, take pleasure in breaking.” 

Each child received a great number of presents. I am sorry 
for dolly, and fear she is considered old-fashioned. Only one 
boy doll is mentioned, but one little maiden found six boys 
and six girls in her stocking, all dressed alike, because they 
were brothers and sisters. One idea is very pretty, — a fairy 
cave was made in the drawing room, and a little daughter, 
dressed as a fairy, because Father Christmas was too busy to 
come, gave the presents to each owner. 

A little niece of n, writes: “ We asked fourteen children out 
mot ers district. We dressed up in some wadding coats, 
mm 'f u ^ a '*’ ers ’ our eyebrows blacked, and black 

pillow-ca S ° me ' n ° Ur ca P s * We each had a 

and we fS t t0yS and svveets ' then the children came, 

“ted .hit" f Cl r eS) 8aVe “V the toys. After that, we 

then they went awav^M IT"'' ChMd oran S e and a bu "' and 
quite a pup " . T M ° ther ?ave a " d ™ a terrier, 

Santa Claus. We cair-f c " Chnstmas Eve > so 1 named it 
a s he scratches so ” ' ^ anta ’ hut think Clatcs suits it best, 

A great many children h j u 

and brought out their 3 ° ran tu ' 3s > tnto which they dipped 
mentioned, which is S u PreSents ' Only two Christmas trees are 
A very prettv iywn- P r ‘ SIn g. 


A ve T pretty mot to “ { c 
as the New Year’s tev* ° Ve ’ ^ erve >” was given by one mother 
the *i as little ' a ** J ‘ ‘ 


— ‘ as “ttle messeneerc * child writes that “ We vvent 

. m0ther knows,” obevinn- 1 S ‘ Ve P resen ts to some people that 
towards m en .” ^ th ^ verse for the day-“ Good will 
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My letter is now so long, that l must tell 
what we did on Christmas Day. 

Your loving 


you next month 


Auntie Mai. 


Competitions. 

Girls. The white petticoat. In May the skirt of the sailor 
dress will be taken. In August there will be no competition, 
as it is holiday time, and the children who have missed any 
one month can make it up then. 

Patterns are Madam Goudard’s, in “ My Dollie’s Wardrobe ” 
(is.) To be sent on or before April 30th to Aunt Mai, 
Wharfemead, Ilkley. 

Boys. No. 7 in cardboard modelling. Diagrams and in- 
structions in Mr. Heaton’s “Cardboard Modelling” (5s. 6 d.). 
published by Newmann, Newman Street, W. 

These classes are open to the children of all parents who take 
in the Parents’ Review, and no charge is made for membership. 
All competitors are requested to kindly fasten their name and 
address on each garment, and enclose a stamp for the return 
postage. 

Class I. Age 11 to 14. Maud Gordon, 12 ; Jenny Adamson, 
11 ; and Maud Baxter, II, have again done the best work. As 
they, however, got prizes last month, and I am sure are not 
selfish children, I have thought it right and fair to give the prize 
to Edith Strode, 1 1, and a second to Marguerite Dowding, 13. 
Mary Newman, 12 ; M. Dunthorne, 12; Leila Rendel, 11 ; 
Gertrude Madden; Agnes Toller, 1 3 ; Charlotte Casement, 12 
(shirt) ; Edith Fraser, 11, have all done good and cons 

W °Class II Age 10 and under. Dorothy Hannan, 6 has got 

the first prize Jr very good work. The work in this dass .so 
excellent that several workers have almos go F ’ 
has been a most difficult task to judge fairly and r, ^J- 
book will be sent to Hilda Stafford, 10, biAsheis Y 

closely by Cecily Cholmondeley, <- > y Leila 

Dorothy Yeo, 7 ’ Beatrice Marsh, 

Barrington. 8 ; Maude bpielman. 9^ ^ g ; and 

Wilson, io ; Ruth Turnei, , V vould have obtained 

Joan Newman, io. Margaret Lawrence, 9, would 
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* P r i“ ,T shc d rather DreT 7 "; EsmeTen'rose, 7 ; Wtanie 
Godd"d, TZ ml Whitfield, 8. Fdiicite Metcalfe. D„ ris 
Robson. 

A PHIL. 

During this month sow seeds of all annuals you wish to 
bloom in summer. Make second sowings of hardy annuals in 
the places where they are to flower. It would be an excellent 
plan for young gardeners to keep a memorandum book and jot 
down notes of various work carried on : when seeds are sown, 
when they first peep through the soil, and when they bloom. 
Half-hardy annuals can be sown in the open air in sheltered 
spots, but will require to be protected from frosts at night, as 
well as from the too powerful heat of the sun during the day. 

Pansies and auriculas are now at their best. They are 
improved by being watered in the morning two or three times a 
week with weak manure water ; the plants must be shaded irom 
the sun afterwards. 

Examine carefully the leaves and round the roots where slugs 
love to hide. Geranium cuttings that have been in boxes all 
winter should now be potted ; this applies to what are called 

where the ° Ut f T, tS '” DahIias can be planted on the beds 
where they are to bloom 

pre"f,L% h „°', e rf ,hree r l r i inChK d ~F. put the tubers in and 

attention. Those planted^atelv ^ that may rec l uire 
Bulbs in bloom must have sticks^ reqU1 ' e frec l uent watering. 
81,0 CSUSeS them ^oop and “ the hot 

2 o ,bul LlTTLE C ° OKS - 

^Add 11 ^ grCaSed PapCr ' WhEk'the' \ * S ’ Iem ° n JUICe ’ 
and th V USar ’ e ^- few drops of 1 to a cream - 

Zt Wdl - 3 - Roll with the ni ” Juice > a nd flour, 

er,1S ' S- Put on the greased paper % ' nt ° rounds or 

u p r. b . Bake m quick oven. 
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Gingerbread Snaps. £ lb. treacle ; 2 oz. sugar; j lb. flour’ 
2 oz. butter ; J tablespoonful ginger ; lemon essence, i. Put 
treacle and sugar into a pan, and let it just boil. 2. Rub 
butter into flour. 3. Put into pan with ginger and little 
lemon juice or essence. 4. Drop on tins, and bake in moderate 
oven. 


The Reading Club. 

Marion Rowntree, Roberta Baxter and Helen Crosland have 
sent in very thoughtful and well-written papers. It would give 
me much pleasure if more readers would join our club. I do 
not think that girls need the stimulus of prizes, and it is one 
of my ambitions to prove this, by showing the reading public 
that we can organize and interest a large class of young girls 
who will love what is best and highest in literature, without 
the more sordid motive creeping in, which like “leaven, leaveneth 
the whole lump.” Lois Foot has sent a paper from Norway. 

This month, we will take Oliver Goldsmith’s “ Vicar of 
Wakefield.” This is the English book, at present studied by 
German girls, of 13 and 14, in their schools. 

I. Write a short account of the life and times of Oliver 
Goldsmith. 

II. Who was Dr. Primrose? Show by examples his good- 
ness and his firmness of character. 

III. Name some womanly traits of Mrs. Primrose and her 

two daughters. 

IV. Which scene do you consider the most touching? 

In May we will take Vol I. of “ Madam D’Arbley’s Diary.” 


La TOUPEE D’UNE PETITE FILLE. 

Regardez, Mesdames, ma poupee ; 
C’est ma fille, savez vous bien, 

Oh ! sa robe est toute fripee, 

C’est sans doute ce vilain chien. 


Elle s’appelle Marguerite, 

Ma fille , elle n’a que deuz ans. 
Hein! quelle est grande ma petite, 
Et qu’elle a de beaux yeux luisants. 
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Sous sa paupiere blanche et rose 
Elle a des cils longs et soyeux, 

Savez vous la plus belle chose ? 

Elle ouvre, elle ferme les yeux. 

Vous regardez sa chevelure ? 

Voyez, ce sont de vrais cheveux 
Et ce n’est pas de la peinture, 

Je puis les peigner si je veux. 

Elle ne sait pas se conduire 
Mais quand je la prends par la main, 

Elle s’en va comme un navire, 

Et marcherait jusqu’ a demain. 

Le soir pour dire sa priere 
Son caractere est des plus doux 
Et comme avec moi fait ma mere 
Je lui fais plier les genoux. 

Vous croyez sans doute 
Qu’elle parle bien 
Oh ! non mais elle ecoute 
Elle ecoute sans dire rien. 

RATISBONNE. 

With her doll. 6 Her 'daughter^ h^ ^tdl” 6 if" 3 l’ 11 ' 6 gW whom he watche d playing 
children of the Parents' ^ ^ MS *' to be printed for the 


What shall we Play ? 

The following French p- 

a useful and instructive rccomrnen ded to teachers, as 

lesson «"'»<> the Kindergarten French 
I he children sit in 

aue° | 1S i the WOlf ‘ “ frome^n ° ne Child says to another 
a ns C ° Up n ’y e st pas L n ^ n ° US dans les bois pendant 

t ^a„ d th!n add° a n P tU ? ” The w«5f must 

°ut of’tCacF Je me 16ve ” or^le^" 011 S6ntence he or shc 

an d the wolf renli° ngS ' The Wolf ^gahT b ‘ ent6t> ” ° r an y line 
° r m fframm P es Unt ‘l he mat- ^ ° re P eats the question, 
8 w hen the next ™^ a mistake, either in a word 

questions another wolf. 
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ONE SPRINGTIME. 

By the Author of “ The Cat's Lovers," “ Midsummer Eve in an Oak," ftc. 

When the Chaffinch paid the Linnet a call, which happened 
pretty often, she had so much to say on the subject of house 
decoration, that it was difficult for the Linnet to speak on 
any other topic. But one day she contrived to slip the 
word Kingfisher into the chinks of her friend’s monologue. 

“ Kingfisher ! Oh, I think nothing at all of Kingfishers ! ” 
cried the Chaffinch. “ My mother knew one. She had a 
very poor opinion of him. So untidy in his housekeeping ! 
Living in an old rat -hole, with the eggs rolling on the floor 
among fish-bones, so unsightly ! ” 

The Linnet suddenly felt how pleasant it would be to 
arrange the Kingfisher’s house ; to line it with feathers and 
deck it with moss. Perhaps he did not understand such 
matters. “ I think I could make a nice nest,” she said 
wistfully. 

“ Yes, dear, that you could,” said the Chaffinch, kindly, 
“ for it’s in your family. It runs in families. You will only 
want a few hints from me. So pray get some things 

together and I will help you. And, oh ! my love, I wanted 
to tell you — it is of no use for you to sit here thinking of 
that cross old Starling, for he is going to mate with Mrs. 
Rook. I had it from the Sheep who rides her out. He 
saw them rub beaks on it; so it s a settled thing. And he 
offered me a bit of wool for my nest; but I don t thin- 
Sheep are very clean— maybe I am a little nice— but 
consulted my mate, and he said ‘ Spink-wink Spink 
wink.’ So we agreed a little thistle-down would be better. 

And don’t waste any more tim ® on Xhat 

wish you could get a smart Chaffinch like mine. 

would be charming ! ” mmnlete 

The Linnet could not but wonder at such mp e 

satisfaction in a mate, whose conversation was .oonfin^ to 

a simrle remark • though, to be sure, “ Spink-wink appeared 
a single reraare , uiuu b , all the kindness 

to admit of any interpretation, an 

of her friend’s intentions. ,, « t s t h e 

Her next appeal was made to the Swall^ Is 

Kingfisher a bird of passage like you. s 
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; worm, a unf-rVipd 

nver-banks, where he was ^ beginning to end, I 

“Then if I follow thought the Linnet, and 

must certainly find jm ’ that she might judge of 

She *T, “ th^lay her and the royal bird. 

But Ae river turned and turned again, lying among the 
But the n ' e lik the broken links of a silver chain, 

woods am ) > . j to the scattered 


?1 a a Do S you know where the river goes to?" she asked of 

the Swallow. , 

It flows far away until it reaches the sea-shore, then it 

opens wide its mouth, and the waves rush in, dashing 
and foaming. There is the place for a bathe on a hot day ! 
That is my starting-point for abroad. You should see that, 
if you would come with me, and all the wonders of the 
world beside. You would never feel the cold of winter.” — 
“ Should I find the Kingfisher at the end of the river ? ” 
“ I daresay. I have seen him on the seashore, but he 
never stays there long. But what do you want to see him 
tor r 


• ne is so Deauxnui. 

“ Fine feathers make fine birds with you ! ” exclaimed the 
Swallow, surprised. “ The Kingfisher is a dumpy, top-heavy 
fellow ! A bird to be beautiful should have an elegant form, 
and a graceful flight. If you had seen as much of the world 
as I have, you would think nothing of the Kingfisher. Come 
away with me ! Tis scarce a day's journey to the Sea, and 
if you do not like it, you can soon fly back.” 

*’ ^ eS ’ 1 ™ lU g0 ’” said the Linnet, suddenly. The Swallow 

r s "thevflew a r 1 V A fi r day/> he cal ^ out * the Starling, 
should be in nod k7’ ^ ^ W&S anxious that the Starling 
The great Bird loot T t0 - Wh ° WaS the Linnet’s companion. 

r a s. y after tw 

Linnet felt Ae w^dTn h^fa^^ ^ when tht 
on her back, her heart filled with hope^and^o^nd she 
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beat her little wings quickly to keep pace with the rapid 
strokes of the Swallow. On they flew, past all the tempting 
willows laden with catkins, irresistible to a less earnest 
fugitive, till the valley was chequered with long shadows 
and mellow sunlight ; and the breath of the Linnet came 
in gasps while her weary wings flagged. 

“ Now,” said the Swallow, “ you must rest. I could keep on 
all day, and many days, but you have hardly strength to get 
along.” 

Then he set her on the brink of the river to drink, and 
caught a fly for her luncheon. The Linnet could not eat the 
fly, but she found a piece of chickweed, and dined with a 
relish unknown for many a day. They rested under the 
great butter-burr leaves until the Swallow thought it was 
time to move. Then on they sped again ; past the roaring 
mill-dam and the restless wheel ; past snug cottages and 
country seats, where the wind was rich with the scent of 
gardens ; past scattered villages and village towns, till the 
trees became scarcer and far apart, and the grass looked 
dingy ; while a black cloud hung over the land in front of 
them. Then the Swallow would rest a moment on a 
telegraph wire that the Linnet might give a farewell look 
behind. 

The woods that held her home were tinged with gold, and 
the distant hills behind them lay in purple haze. How hard 
to turn and plunge into the dense cloud that shut out sky 
and landscape, filling her eyes and throat; while the river 
rolled foul and black below, laden with heavy barges. On 
either side rose the hideous chimneys, breathing fire an 
smoke; and for the first time she heard the clang and 
hammer of machinery— the deafening roar of a great town. 
Choked and bewildered, she must needs keep up with t e 
Swallow, who skimmed on ; now under a bridge, now a 

barge, till she found herself in the midst of a orest o » 

leafless stems ; the weird mockery of the greenwood she 

''“‘This is the Docks,” said the Swallow. “ These are ship. 

They are made here, and sent out to sea or nrromD ii s h 
passage to perch on ; for, you know, we could not accomplis 

our long voyages without an occasional rest on a m 

They flew through the Dockyard, and out of the fog, into 

VOL. V. — NO. 2 . 


•# 
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crimson 


the wide open m^hlaml, and swamp , while ever 

clouds were fitfully reflecte P among trees . 

nearer came a soun as o <( u behold the ocean. We 

“Now,” said the Swallo , y ^ present l y the river 
are almost at our journey ^ g ; id> and the waves rushed 
opened wide its mouth, a dying sun flooded 

in But .hey rushed b "i,^ itched the dusky 

the waters with cnms foam was dashe d against dark 

sand-dunes, on the . • n w i t h the sound of the 

lowering cliffs, and the air was riven 

^ Th g e linnet sank panting and terrified on the shore. “ Oh, 
take me back! Take me back !” she cried. Take me from 
this dreadful place ! 

In vain the Swallow told her that night was at hand ; the 
sun would soon be buried in the waves. In vain he tried to 
persuade her to seek his shelter in the cliff, and rest till 
morning. She only answered : “ Take me from this dreadlul 
place ; I know the Kingfisher will not be here. 

Then the Swallow was angry. He loosened his hold, and 
she fluttered from him. 

“ She may get home as she can ! ” said he wrathfully. “ I 
shall trouble no more about her. This is the last I will have 
to do with singing birds. Silly thing ! I should never have 
thought of her, but they said she was a wonder, and I like 
wonders. However, I shall look about me for a mate with a 
little less music and a little more common sense. But only 
let me catch that Kingfisher! I’ll pluck his feathers for him ! ” 

So the next day he married the Brown Martin, and skim- 
ming about the river with her, catching flies and telling 
travellers tales, he soon forgot the Linnet ; but he did not 
forget that he owed the Kingfisher a grudge. 

I he scared Linnet turned her back on the sea, and flew, 

she knew not whither, till she came to a gorse-bush, and 

crept into it for shelter. She was so worn with fatigue and 

inght that when she woke the morning sun was high over 

h ki GW i n to the air, and to her joy saw the 

f“ fu black bl °“ d b, - hlnd her, and the winding river in 

re«ed he she ^ home ! and how thankfully 

the ftc.wer. 17 , a , gainst her old elm in the wood, where 
the flowers were already peacefully asleep, and the rabbits 
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were beginning to peep out of their holes. She did not 
impart her seaside adventures to her friends. Indeed, they 
were too eager about their own affairs to have listened. 

“ Dear Linnet ! ” cried the Chaffinch, “ I came for you 
yesterday and you were gone. I wanted you to see my nest. 

1 put the finishing touches to it yesterday morning; and 
though I say it, it is really beautiful ! The outside is green 
moss and white lichen ; and inside I have just laid a dear, 
little egg. It looks so sweet, you cannot think ! Come 
away directly and see it.” 

The dainty little nest was hidden among the green and 
white of a budding hawthorn, and one delicate egg lay 
softly on the thistle-down. It was a sight for any bird to be 
proud of ; but the Chaffinch sighed as she looked at her 
treasures, and a tear dimmed her bright eye. 

“ You know,” she said, “ I never used to be nervous or 
foreboding ; but now if anyone should take my nest, or my 
egg, w r hat should I dor” 

As the Linnet was returning, she saw two shining eyes 
peering at her from the river ; and presently a sharp nose was 
poked up out of the water inquisitively. 

An idea struck her. 

“ Water-rat ! Water-rat ! ” she cried. 

The Rat laid his wet paws on a stone, and raised his body half 
out of the water, showing his smooth cunning face and sly eyes. 

« At your service, Miss,” said he ; and there was a sort of 
sneaking insolence in his manner. 

“ Do you know the Kingfisher ? ” } 

“ There's very little goes on in this river / don’t know, Miss . 


he responded. , 

“Where does he live?” She shrank from asking him; he 

was such a low fellow ; yet she did it. t 

« Well, Miss, I could point out his roost any minute, I may 
say, if anybody was to make it worth my while. But > >' <lU 
see Miss, it would never do for a poor Rat like 'me, as gets Ins 
living by his wits, so to speak, to part with his information 

for nothing.” 

« What do you want ? ” she asked shrinking. 

“ Well, Miss, for putting you in the way of get ing g _ 
of the Kingfisher, I should ask no more t an one sma ^ 


** T V» n t rn 
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“7 vours has in the thorn 

K : s just a little bit out of 
my reach, or I wouldn't trouble /J' indig „antly. " Begone ! 

“ How dare you? sne 

Begone this insunt !" murmlir e d to herself, "It serves 

“it serves me ngnt . I ” 


“It serves me right! s e 1 ture ; •> 

me right for speaking to sue * recovered sufficiently to 

It was some mmutes befo e she ^ ^ ^ ^ he ^ 

"" “““ 

trance wlTen e sha rP fl ** 

heard, and instantly the astonished Kingfisher was sur- 
rounded by a crowd of little persecutors, pecking, flapping 
jeering, screaming on every side. With a cry of terror an 
amazement he dived under the water, and escaped among 
the reeds. Poor Linnet ! The moment of her dreams was 
gone before it was realized. “ I will never forgive the 
swallow, never ! ” she wept in her grief. And in the days 
that followed, she flew restlessly about the woodland, for it 
was of no use to watch and wait any more. In this mood 
the faithful Whinchat found her, and again besought her to 
go with him to his moorland home. 

“ Is your home far off? ” she asked. 

“ Over there ! In yon blue mountain where the river 
springs. She followed the direction of his wing ; and saw 
the western hills, lying like a faint blue cloud on the 
horizon. 

There, he continued, “ high up against the sky, lies the 
wide moorland, where the eye can reach farther than the 
wing can fly. Ihere the breeze rocks the gorse bush, where 
we wi 1 build our nest; and you shall sit with your face 
among t e sw eet yellow flowers. I will bring you the sloe 

brnrU ^ 1 ' ^ t0 eat ’ anc * ^ ou drink of the brown 

water ai ^ the heather - Oh! to bathe in that 

winds bear ° ne St l ength 0f the Ea S le ; and the mountain 
winds bear one up to the sun • ” 

“ h iS Stming in ,his " r °«V murmured the Linnet. 
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“ Come away ! come away ! ” he cried. “ I will make you 
happy and gay once more.” 

She yielded, and they left the wood together, and came to 
the sunny meadow. 

“ Are we not going by the river ? ” she cried. 

“Oh, no! That would be too long,” he answered. “If 
we fly across country, the way I will shew you, we shall 
reach home before sundown.” 

But when the river was left behind, and she could no 
longer hear its rush and ripple, her heart grew faint, and her 
wings hung heavily. 

“ I am too weary,” she sighed. “ I cannot go.” And she 
turned, and fluttered back again. Her companion turned 
too, very sorrowfully, for his disappointment was great. 

“Will you sit here for ever, watching for the Kingfisher ?” 
he said. 

“ Do not be angry with me, that I cannot go with you,” 
she pleaded. “ Indeed, I am weary.” 

“ I know it,” he said pitifully. “ But I know now that I 
cannot help you, Sweetheart, so farewell.” With that he 
flew away, far off to his moorland home ; and the Linnet saw 
him no more. She piped mournfully over his loss ; and the 
Starling took her to task for singing in a minor key. „ 

“ Your first style was remarkably bright and clear,’ he 
said. “ You should really keep to that style.” 

“ I cannot sing as I like,” she replied. Ihe songs 

come as they will.” „ , , 

“Ah, that is want of training. You should have com- 
mand over your voice. Listen,” and he gave a capita 
imitation, but only an imitation, of the Linnet s r -st s ° n & 
“Now listen,”— then followed a dolorous exaggera 1 

her last “ style,” as he called it. p v 

“You see,” said he, “either way is equally easy. y 
do not sing that depressing ditty any more. * ce P 
comic song, there is nothing more objectiona e 
dirge. I hope my dear Miss Linnet, you do no g 

does, you know! she does!" cried the Span-ow 

in his imperious staccato. "She should chrrp u^and peck 

a little, eh? eh! that’s what I tell her. Uiirp P 
peck a little. ” 
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"7 thrust a dandelion seed 
-"T^ay of enforcing Ms ad «“ unheeded. She looked 
inrfta/beak; but : •*» ■ ’ had tak en away her 
sadder than ever not even sing now. S» was 

last consolation. - harsh voice of , . ? 

roused from her p® ^ why don't you go ' £ ^ 

7 :« r x* s-v d ° sitdng here ? 

Rook. , n. ” replied the Linnet, faintly. 

“ I do not know where ’ a ^ e>11 soon find him if 
« Shiftless!” cawed the Rook. 

that’s all ! ” , de her way along the river 

bank; untU "he^ame’ to the Water-Rat’s hole. « Rat ! 

•‘Water-Rat! go,—- ^Bantam, who had been 
(The interru P tlon ; V ^'\ U r S oke iL triumphant clucking at 

think that nobody had ever laid 
an egg before ! ” cried the Rook wrathfully : and she fell 
upon the hen and pecked it, until it ran screaming away. 
“Now one can hear oneself speak. Hark ye, Rat . do you 
go instantly, and find out where the Kingfisher lives, and 
take the Linnet to him,— I’m sick of having her about here, 
pining! and you shall have an egg for your pains— A 
Bantam’s egg ! ” she added vindictively. 

The Rat nodded, and swam away. A few strokes brought 
him under the Linnet’s bough. 

“ Miss Linnet,” he began insinuatingly, “ I can show you 
the Kingfisher you were asking after, if you come along 
with me.” 

Perhaps the Linnet would not have listened to him, but 
for the recent taunt of the Rook ; as it was, she turned her 
head this way and that, and fluttered her wings, hesitating, 
and looking doubtfully down at the leering messenger. 

“ Come along, if you don’t want him gone before we get 
there ! cried the Rat, turning to swim down stream ; and 
the Linnet hastened to follow him. 

The Rook, as soon as they were out of sight, flapped across 
the field in search of the Starling. “ Your fine Miss Linnet 
is gone,” she said, “she is gone to seek the Kingfisher.” 
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“ The Kingfisher ! Whee-ee, whoo-oo ! ” The Starling gave 
a long, low whistle of amazement. “The Kingfisher! a 
fellow who dresses loud, and has no more sense than the fish 
he swallows ! You surprise me ! ” 

“ And you surprise me , when you dawdle about after a 
piping, puling, lackadaisical creature like that Linnet ! ” 
cried the Rook. 

Meanwhile the Rat led his winged companion along the 
water-side to the spot where a brawling brook joins the 
river ; then, turning up by the brook they followed its course 
through meadow and coppice until the shelving banks became 
red cliffs fringed with hartstongue and bracken, and the 
stream widened into a pool. Here the Rat stopped at the 
foot of a willow, and signed to the Linnet to look forward 
through the boughs. 

He had kept his promise, and more. Two bright birds 
were glittering among the ferns. 

The Linnet turned her pathetic eyes upon him with a 
questioning gaze. 

“ Yes ! You don’t see double, Miss,” he said. “ That 
other one’s his mate.” How merry they were ! How they 
splashed and played together in the water, thowing up a 
shining shower, bright with all the colours of their own lovely 


The Linnet could not bear the sight; she turned, an 
forced her heavy wings to bear her back to the elm. 

The Water-rat at once sought the Rook to secure 

reward. “I took her to the Kingfisher he sa, d an 


time. 


“ Why, there she is back again ! cried the R _ ^ 

•‘AyeC said the.Ra, “frut ^showed 


n n rl T oVirviirnrl llPI* 1l 1 S 


screamed rheRoofr; 

Bantam’s egg upon his head with sue 

the bottom of the river like lead. w here the Linnet 

The Rook then flew up to the branch, where 

• . . • ! Vvi Vl . . . . 
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~~T~T~ZCne dher great beak to give 

<< Sick as possible! ’’ and p ^ ^ ^ mome nt the 

the dying" bird a decisiv f fell from the bough into the 
Linnet’s eyes closed, and - 

long grass. the Sparrow, when he came to 

There she was foun > at her sor rowfully for 

seek his evening mea • • ^ from the e lm and laid it 

some time ; then he p and sor rel carefully 

gently over her head drawm, f? ^ hidden from sight . 

Srlftued U from his task by the plaintive voice of his 


” “ Oh Mr. Sparrow ! ” she cried, reproachfully, “ I did 
think you would provide the supper. I am just worn out, 

teaching these young ones to fly. . , , „ 

« My dear,” he answered, soberly, “ the Linnet is dead. 

“The Linnet dead! Poor thing! You don’t say so!” 
cried she in a tone of cheerful commiseration. “ And, pray, 

eVi Cd rliO nf r " 


The Sparrow sorrowfully shook his head. “ Twas but this 
morning I brought her some dandelion, and she would not 
eat it,” he said. 

“ You don’t say ! Do, my dear, go get us some grubs at 
once. Hark ! children, all of you. See what comes of 
moping. If the poor Linnet had but taken dear papa’s 
advice to chirp up and peck a little, she might have seen 
many a bright day. As it is, before the summer is well 
begun it is all over with her.” 


* * * 


* 


“ Oh, jolly, jolly, jolly ! Oh, jolly, jolly ! ” cried the Grig, 
as he sprang over the grave in the setting sun ; and nobody 
bade him move on. 


Z. A. E. N, 


BOOKS. 


We have received for review from Messrs. Cassell and Co., The Little 
Folks Annual for 1893. This is just as charming as ever for the little 
ones, full of bright, pleasant stories and delightfully illustrated. 

From Wells, Gardner and Co., the following well-known stories: — 
Honor Bright , or the Four-leaved Shamrock , by the Author of Peas- 
Blossom. A capital story which is sure to interest children. 

A Lost Piece of Silver by the author of Harry's Battles , etc. 3^. 6 d. 
Extremely well-written, an excellent gift-book for children. 

By the same author, Edith Vernon's Life-Work . This is too well- 
known and appreciated to need comment. 

Illustrated Manual of Hand and Eye Training, by Dr. Woldemar 
Goetze, published by Newmann & Co. Such points as Reasons for Manual 
Training, History of Manual Training, Card-board Work, Wood-work, 
Metal Work, Modelling, are well and clearly treated in this little book. 
It is a multum in fiarvo , and every faddist in manual work will find help 
and suggestions in his special line. Mr. Goetze closes his preface with 
the following words : i ‘ Work towards perfection, do battle for the truth, 
bring forth good fruit in training a healthy generation, susceptible of 
beauty, fit to labour with a will, strengthened to be the ready implement 
of a clear and highly developed mind.” 

Directions for Chip Carving, ()d., by J. B. Bury, published by 
Newmann and Co. This little hand-book is very fully illustrated. The 
designs are good and well graduated. Any boy over eleven could teach 
himself a very pretty art. Chip Carving is one of the oldest methods of 
decorating wood. It is practised in the South Sea Islands in Turkestan n 
Africa, and the Japanese have attained to a very high degree of skill 

th 7 Tflfuman Body, 2 by Owen Lankester, M.R.C.S., published by 

AlLaVL Son. 6 7 , New (Word S«, W C. This is . . " d 

handy little book for all student 5 and ^ mot ^”;J us ° 0 of the human 

thing of the anatomical arrangement S the exact 

body. It is illustrated * • ^most mason able in price, 

position and relative sizes of the org . 

and ought to be introduced into schools anc ami 


Dear Editor,— In the ^ ebruary iteSte collected lj 

is an article by Sir Douglas Galton on children. It is impossible 

Dr. Francis Warner as to the hea th of school chddren. ^ ^ ^ 

to over-estimate the importance o , IS an d has drawn up tables 

classified the various defects in their physique, ana 


